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Determined not to miss our peaceful nights,
which now seem more desirable than ever, we
tell the taxi-driver to go on to the suburban
station. After a long drive past the now customary
railed-off roads and heaps of broken glass, we
are stopped outside the station by a youth in the
uniform of the Home Guards.

"I'm sorry, but you can't go farther than this.
There's trouble on the line, and we've got orders
to stop everyone here."

"But they told us at Waterloo that trains to
W. were running from'this station."

"The trains are running, but you go at your
own risk. I can help you with your luggage if
you like."

We get out of the taxi, and the young man
carries our cases across the road. Outside the
Booking Office, I wait in a long queue while a
distracted clerk issues tickets to distant destina-
tions seldom asked for at this suburban station.
I have just succeeded in getting ours, when the
familiar wail starts overhead.

"Air-raid warning! Passengers are advised to
take cover in the station shelter."

We decide to go on. A train comes in that will
carry us at least part of the way to the town which
is usually a swift forty minutes run from London^
and to continue our journey seems hardly more
of a risk than to remain in a station where a
time-bomb may explode at any moment*